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I watched to-day an old shepherd, on a wide field,
moving his wattled hurdles, one by one, in the
slow^golden afternoon ; and a whole burden of
anxious thoughts fell off me for awhile, leaving me
full of a quiet hope for an end which was not
yet, but that certainly awaited me; of a day when
I too might perhaps move as unreflectingly, as
calmly, in harmony with the everlasting Will, as the
old man moved about his familiar task. Why
that harmony should be so blurred and broken,
why we should leave undone the things that we
desire to do, and do the things that we do not
desire, that is still a deep and sad mystery ; yet
even in the hour of our utmost willfulness, we can
never wander beyond the range of the Will that
has made us, and bidden us to be what we are.
And thus as I sit in this low-lit hour, there steals
upon the heart the message of hope and healing ;
the scent of the great syringa bush leaning out
into the twilight, the sound of the fitful breeze
laying here and there a caressing hand upon the
leaves, the soft radiance of the evening star hung
in the green spaces of the western sky, each and
all blending into incommunicable dreams.